SERVIDOR

and consists of a hollow space inside your bedroom door
with entrances from either side. You hang a suit in it and
telephone. Two minutes later something from the corridor
bumps invisibly inside the Servidor, and your suit is gone.
An hour later you hear another bump, and know that your
garments have returned. I do not doubt its merits ; but
its fine austerity is somehow wasted on Europeans, who
rather like to see a human face. Perhaps such promiscuity
is outworn, and I only venture on a mild complaint with
diffidence.
But no word of mine must hint at imperfections. For,
Muse, I undertook to praise the American hotel, and I am
perfectly prepared to. Where else upon the inhabited globe
is washing done in half a day and all returned with your
initials carefullyinscribed in ink on silk pyjamas or attached
with loving care to evening socks by little metal clips ?
Where else is writing-paper always present ? What, other
telephone is half so quickly answered ? Where, if not here,
does a plain request for tea evoke the staggering interroga-
tion, " Orange Pekoe, Formosa Oolong, or English Break-
fast ? " And in what other clime are corkscrews chained
to the bathroom wall?